WINDMILL    TIL TEH                      317
under his command. But he comported himself, in this moment of crushing humiliation, with a frigid dignity. I wondered how the genial fox-hunting type of British general would have behaved in similar circumstances.1
Prince Bernhard was a few seats away from General Foulkes dressed in British uniform with Dutch insignia and R.A.F. wings on his tunic. He chain-smoked cigarettes. I had chatted with the Prince outside the conference. He was always friendly and unaffected, and spoke exceptionally good English. I remember that, back in 1940, I went to Liverpool Street station to meet Princess Juliana when she fled to England after the German invasion. The crowd cheered her warmly when she stepped from the train, followed by men carrying the baby princess in a gasproof cradle. When Prince Bernhard came out there was a painful silence. But since then he had made great strides in popularity, and his German origin had been forgotten.
Floodlights blazed and cinema cameras whirred. We scribbled feverishly while General Foulkes read the surrender terms. One detail was that the Germans were to remain armed till moved into certain concentration areas. I thought I read some pleasure in Blaskowitz's inscrutable face. The Germans were terrified of what the Dutch resistance men would do. Finally, when disarmed the Germans were to move out across the Zuider Zee causeway.
Only once was there a sign of anything but complete submissiveness. Blaskowitz, through his interpreter, said that he had 110 power to issue orders regarding the food distribution. It was a matter for Seyss Inquart.
"Let it be quite, clear," said General Foulkes sternly. "Seyss Inquart has no authority from now on. In the Netherlands now there is only one authority and that is myself. I am the only person who will issue orders."
The German general found it just as hard to realise as we
1 Johannes von Blaskowitz, who had commanded the German Eighth Army during the invasion of Poland, committed suicide in spectacular fashion at Nuremberg gaol in February, 1948. He was one of fourteen accused in the final big trial of German war chiefs. Despite his sixty-four years and bulk, he climbed a seven-foot anti-suicide fence and flung himself on to a stone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
